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regained her health and there has been no recurrence of her
trouble. Since then, I have approached these cases with a
great deal of confidence. They are still serious enough, but
we have cut down our operative mortality from fourteen per
cent to four, which is a nice gain.

There are a few other men, in my specialty, who have had
much the same success. How they came by their faculty of
prescience (if you can endure that not very adequate word
in this connection), I do not know. But I know how I came
by mine. And I'm not ashamed to admit it, no matter how
crazy it sounds.

I performed that epochal operation on a Saturday after-
noon in July. On the Tuesday before, I spent six hours with
Tony Bontempini, shopping for a kitchen range, assorted
pots and pans, stone dishes and steel cutlery, so that he
could open up a little restaurant. There is no doubt in my
mind but I found there were nerves in my probe, in my
lancet, in my scalpel, because I made something important
of Tony.

Tony Bontempini had been a patient of mine* A railroad
surgeon had brought him in, one afternoon in April, with
about the most sorry-looking head I ever saw, which is saying
quite a bit. The railroad doctor hadn't the slightest notion
that Tony would survive any attempted repairs, and neither
had I. It was one of those cases that make a cold shudder
ru0 down your spine, no matter how accustomed you may
be to compound fractures. Nancy lost her lunch,
I asked the doctor why he had gone to the bother to
bring this man away out to Brightwood, and he said he